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winters. His companions say of such a man, "The North has got him." Almost every Alaskan recognizes the danger. As one man said to a friend, "It is time I got out of here/'
"Why?" said the friend, "yon seem all right. What's the matter?"
"Well," said the other, "you see I begin to like the smell of skunk cabbage, and, when a man gets that way, it's time he went somewhere else."
The skunk cabbage, by the way, grows in Alaska in great thickets ten feet high. The man was perfectly serious, for he meant that his mind was beginning to act in ways that were not normal. Nowhere is the strain of life in the far north better described than in the poems of Robert W. Service.
Oh, the awful hush that seemed to crush me down on
every hand, As I blundered blind with a trail to find through that
blank and bitter land; Half dazed, half crazed in the winter wild, with its grim
heart-breaking woes, And the ruthless strife for a grip on life that only the
sourdough knows! North by the compass, North I pressed; river and peak
and plain Passed like a dream I slept to lose and waked to dream
again.